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M Roderick Fremmington 


FRCS, was more than irritated. He was 
downright furious and he intended to let 
that angle faced staff nurse know it. He 
knew that she queened it over her junior 
staff and he did not give two raps one 
way or the other, just so long as her 
angry retributions to the other members 
of her profession did not upset them so 
much that his patients, especially his 
private patients, affected because of the 
other nurses and they became too wor- 
ried because of her displeasure. Nurses 
are a strange type of creature, he reason- 
ed. He had never been known to public- 
ly upbraid them, and quite honestly, they 
all ‘loved’ him as the senior consultant 
at the large teaching hospital. They held 
him in undisguised awe and respect, but 
they also had strong feelings towards his 
naturally paternal manners. 

“So you see Katherine, I shall have no 
choice whatsoever but to recommend to 
Matron that you are given your marching 
orders from this establishment,” he told 
her. 
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It was one thing to be given one's 
“marching orders”, but there was also an 
underlying stigma attached to such an 
act...it was emblazened on one's report 
and that report lasted forever. It would 
always be there no matter what hospital 
or situation she might apply for in the 
medical profession, as soon as a prospec- 
tive employer saw those damning words 
‘recommended to seek further engage- 
ment”, the so denominated employer 
would know that her performance was 
such that the recommending authority 
preferred her not to be in their establish- 
ment! It would be a forever and long 
lasting. condemnment of her ability. 


ANUN 


Kathy nearly burst into tears as she stood | 
hopelessly inadequate to handle the situa- 
tion. She was restlesslessly shifting fron 
one foot the other as she tried to 
assimulate the new situation that the 
senior consultant had thrust upon 
her...and after listening to his reasons, 
she knew that it was truly her own fault. 

‘Td like the opportunity to redeem 
myself,’ her soft toned voice was 
pleading with him. 

“You mean another chance to screw up 
in the middle of one of my operations?’ 
he openly showed his disbelief at what 


*No-sir,.of.course not,” she blushed. 

*Ldon'tseehow.you can?’ he told her 
pensively. ‘It would be bound to reoc- 
cur.’ He was not being unreasonable. 


‘I was thinking...well, possibly of 
something a little more positive” she went 
a delightful crimson 

‘Positive redemption in my eyes 
Katherine would be for you to suffer a 
little discomfort and a more physical 
reminder of correct behaviour,” he came 
straight to the point. 

“That is what I had in mind too, sir,” 
her features seemed to be more attrac- 
tive when she blushed. 

He did not attempt to disguise his sur- 
prise at her forthright manner. 


‘Oh did you,’ his eyebrows raised. 

“Yes sir. I know you think and feel I 
have let the side down, and I do not want 
to leave the hospital; certainly not with 
a recommendation written on my report. 
So the obvious conclusion I feel would 


be to offer myself for...well...for some 
discipline. So long as you are the one ad- 
ministering it," she hastily added. 


He narrowed his eyes slightly. Was 
Katherine a true masochist. Had her bit- 
chiness with the others been purposeful- 
ly enacted and then that business in the 
theatre, had it all been done to draw at- 
tention to herself so that when a com- 
plaint was made she could ‘offer’ herself 
for some form of punishment. She was 
certainly an attractive girl. Right sized 
hips with that perfectly adorable bottom 
with her shapely limbs which drew 
enough envious looks from staff and pa- 
tients alike. She certainly had shapely 


boobs, and slightly tall he reckoned she 
would look stunning in the correct posi- 
tion...preferably over his knees... .just for 
starters! 

‘I think you have hit the right note,” 
he told her as though he had given her 
suggestion a lot of thought. “The top four 
floors are closed now and at the end of 
the corridor which used to be the annexe 
to the private patients Operating Theatre. 
That room will suit admirably for what 
both you and I have in mind. Privacy and 
a long way from the public eye...and 
ear!" 


“Yes, sir,’ she said humbly; demurely 
even 

“When are you next off duty?” 

“Т have started my week off this mor- 
ning,” she told him 

“Right. I have rounds this afternoon at 
four o'clock,' he reminded her, ‘So I 
think we ought to start right away...six 
o'clock this evening...in the annexe, top 
floor...and Kathy...your best uniform 
please.” 

She nodded her head as she gave him 
the affirmative *Yes, Sir.’ and then add- 
ed a ‘Thank-you Sir,” before giving a 
view of her bottom covered by her work 
uniform as she swept from his small 
room. 


— 


The consultant felt quite delighted with 
the result of that interview...he knew 
enough of human nature that when a girl 
offers herself for punitive measures, then 
that girl lends herself with something tan- 
tamount to willingness and that made the 
whole session much more pleasurable! 
There was nothing better, to his way of 
thinking, than having a shapely young 
miss positively lending herself to the oc- 
casion of getting her cumuppence. 
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Katherine Denby certainly was one of 

those creatures who appeared to be very 

scornful of other females and she acted 

as though the rest of the population were 

well below her state of dignity...that was 

about to take a change...a drastic change 

The consultant had very definate views 4 

how to puncture snooty nosed young el 

females dignity » 4 
The corridor was long and in the semi- 

dark of the evening, Katherine felt that 

there was a weird atmosphere. The 

silence on the top floor was eerie and the a 

dust of unattended corridors helped to 

muffle the sound of her high heeled 

stilletoes as she paced the long length of 

the corridor that would eventually lead 

her to the Annexe of the out of use 

theatre. Through one pair of swinging 

doors..then another set and she was in 

the old theatre itself. There was still a lot 


7 withhow she had actually talked the con- 


of equipment up here...she walked round 
the operating table, avoided a mass of 
chrome fittings and some workman's 
tools obviously discarded by builders 
who had left in the middle of the job, 
heaven alone knows how far back and 
then she was stepping into the small bare 
room that was once the annexe. 

At least the lights worked. Plain bulb 
filled the room with light. There was a 
chair...that did not appear to be dusty! 
And then she saw the carpenter's tres- 
tle. A stout piece of wood that had been 
made to take heavy weights. And the in- 
evitable table off to one side...that had 
no dust on it either. Timidly, she sat on 
the chair and glanced once more at her 

/small'wrist'watch: Her mind was filled 


sultant into doing this thing to her. That 
he had accepted the situation and the 
retribution that she herself suggested had 
left her very surprised and not a little 
pleasantly thrilled. 


Kathy smoothed her hands over the 
crispness of her uniform skirt...the belt 
tht showed her rank of staff nurse was 
pulled to her waist at its optimum buckle 
eye and this emphasised her trim waist. 
All the time she was aware of the throb- 
bing of mingled fear and excitement in 
her breasts. She wondered whether he 
would just take her over his knee and 
spank her with her uniform on...or 
would he spank her on her panties. As 
each optión and thought entered her head 
she could feel the reaction to her thoughts 
making her face tingle blushingly. It was 
almost time and she was listening now 
for the slightests sound that would herald 
his arrival, and as second followed se- 
cond, Kathy’s strange excitement grew 
and grew as did the secret fear that she 
now responded to. 

She heard the unmistakeable sound of 
the inner swing door opening and then 
closing again. She was surprised that she 
had not heard the other two doors open 
but then realised that this was once an 
operating theatre and was purposely built 
to keep noise out...and also sounds 
would be contained in this place. She 
could scream blue murder and her pro- 
test would go no further than the outer 
swing door...she swallowed the lump in 
her throat as she surpressed the shiver 
that trembled through her and when he 
came through the door she rose uncer- 
tainly to her feet...her eyes opened wide 
as she saw the very thin, yellow cane in 
his hand. The cane? That yellow thin 
cane? The one he was actually bending 
into a full bowing arc...was he going to 
cane her...and on her bottom at that. He 
was soon seated on the chair that she 
vacated. 

“Now you understand Kathy that this 
exercise is all for your own good,” he 
said seriously. 

“Yes, sir,’ she answered but she was 
not sure whether it really was for her 
own good...not that awful looking 
cane...positively evil instrument, she 
felt. 

“You freely admit that you have been 
a little uppity of late.” 

“Yes, sir,’ she choked. 

“And that it is high time for you to be 
made to feel that you have upset some 
and distressed others?’ 

‘Yes, зи,’ she was almost 


whimpering 

*And with your bottom you are going 
to pay the full penalty.” 

“Yes, sir. Whatever you say,” she 
replied unthinking. 

She could not think very clearly at the 
moment. She was standing before the 
great man and he was feeling her 
legs...under her uniform!! The smooth 
skin between her panties and stocking 
tops were responding to the light caresses 
of his palms. ..warm hands stroking light- 
ly making her respond to a gooey fruity 
sensation. Not every time his hand went 
up her leg, but every so often his fingers 
strayed to the lower curve crease where 
her shapely bottom joined the thighs and 
each time she felt those finger tips actual- 
ly touch the soft under curve so little ed- 
dying wavelets coursed through her body 
especially in that soft secret place bet- 
ween her legs..and she discovered that 
the little thrills that seeped through the 
lips themselves made her feel more 
fruitier than ever. 

And there was the shame of it all too. 
certainly there wa ате as she realis- 
ed that she had to tand perfectly still as 
though she was made of wood as the con- 
sultant enjoyed the feel of her legs...or 
anything else he might want to touch. 

“Part them Kathy,’ he told her and she 
was surprised that his voice could sound 
so calm whilst her own sensations were 
soaring helplessly out of control 

The tip of her tongue constantly 
moistened her soft, generous lips and as 
she obeyed the command to open her 
ankles, so she felt his hand slip into the 
inner thigh to feel the satin silky quality 
of her legs...as she teasingly stroked 
up...up...slowly, purposefully teasing, 
she trembled and that shiver routed all 
the way from her pussy flesh, round her 
bottom and then down to her ankles. ..she 
smothered a threatening moan as his 
fingers drew nearer and nearer to the 
love slot...it was very damp now and her 
sexuality was highly arouses...fear, 
pleasure, anxiety and all sorts of randy 
responses were all mingling together so 
that her frustration was nearing comple- 
tion...why didn't he just jamb two 
fingers straight into her pussy? 

A sound of untranslatable moaning and 
whimpering came from her mouth 
despite her strong attempt to remain 
quiet...his fingers were actually inside 
her panties...he had brushed the gusset 
to one side and now he was letting his 
finger tips become firmly acquainted 
with the sensative area of her pussy...the 
little bud was prominent now and he 
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brought the heat of her erotica to a higher 
pitch than she had ever thought possible. 
Kathy stood there responding to the 
electra heat eminating now in unending 
waves of passion and her weakness for 
this humiliation to continue was para- 
mount in her mind... 
“Lift your dress...all the way up,” she 
heard his strong, firm voice helplessly in- 
adequate to protest...not that she wanted 
to, but felt she ought to make some reac- 
tion of not wanting to do this...she eas- 
ed the uniform higher and higher until 
the full length of her shapely thighs all 
the way up to her waist even was 
displayed. The brief panties pulled tightly 
against the whispy hairs of her pubes and 
stray hairs were visible round the side of 
each panty leg...she tensed noticeably as 
she felt the descent of her pan- 
ties...slowly they dipped like a flag at the 
Last Post...until they were stretched like 
a tight band between her legs just above 
the Knees and the consultant was able to 
visually “examine” the whole area that his 
hands were able to play with. Her legs 
were like tapering marble statues...and 
she stayed clutching her uniform as his 
hands once again went on a delightful 
tour of her inner thighs until he was able 
to see how the lips themselves reacted 
with his seeking finger tips ploughing 
between the labia to make the sensative 
puffy mouth reshape like a furrow. The 
panties were soon discarded as was the 
uniform itself and now, blushing 
beautifully, Katherine was revealing that 
her breasts were just as attractively 
shaped without the brassiere. The pinky 
tips of her protruberances thrust from the 
darker coloured aureoles and with the 
help of his clever fingers, he brought the 
nipples out to a full erect hardness and 
her face, although flushed was not 
registering embarrassment now, it was 
in the full flower of her excitement. 
She was soon pulled across his steady 
knees and Roderick enjoyed the pressure 
of her smooth tummy as she eased herself 
into the correct pose to get her spanking. 
But spanking was only to be the forerun- 
ner of a thoroughly punished bottom, and 
it was a very punishable bottom indeed. 
Kathy tried to keep the cheeks of her 
rounded and spankable bottom pulled 
tauntly together, but he gave her a light 
spank, more of atouch really and 
demanded that she relax them. And he 
even made her apologise for keeping her 
nates so positively firmly closed tight. 
‘I'm sorry sir...I will not do that 
again,’ she apologised correctly and he 
was able to see the immediate effect 


when she relaxed them. She throbbed as 
she responded to his hands now enjoy- 
ing the lush flesh of her orbs...as though 
testing them for their pliancy and recep- 
tiveness for the deserved punishment that 
he intended to give them. 

“Legs apart,’ he told her. 

More excitement filled her face and 
body as she slowly as though reluctantly 
she spread the shapely columns open so 
that with the upthrust of her bottom she 
was now giving him a full open leg view 
of her very secret and soft parts. 

His hands seemed content just to caress 
her rounded buttocks for a while. these 
wree the same cheeks he had often wat- 
ched retreating down a ward or along a 
corridor in the hospital. Like any human 
being his mind had often wondered what 
they would look like in such a position 
as he now had them 

“Aaagher...oww...ouch...yeeeeow,” 
she had not intended to cry out, but the 
suddeness of the palm spanking her bot- 
tom had come without any warning...the 
sting had caused her to use her vocal 
glands and that is why she cried 
out...more in surprise than the response 
to the sudden onset of heat! 

Slowly the spanking grew in 
strength. ..the sharp sound of palm con- 
tacting the spongy firmness of a bottom 
filled the room and the jerking rhythm 
of hips were a regular movement as she 
thrust about in helpless response to flash 
heat that was changing the smooth 
creamy qolour of her skin to a deep red 
and thdt red grew deeper and 
deeper...and the more red hue that col- 
oured her behind the more the hotness 
filled her. Whimpering like a lost pup- 
ру, she let the wet scalding tears ade 
down her pretty cheeks 
unhindered...there was nothing she could 
do to stop them...they were a continual 
reminder that her bottom was filled with 
pain and that pain would not diminish 
simply because it was being enhanced 
with the further smacking from his palm 

He need not have told her to open her 
legs he discovered, because now her 
toes, drumming on the floor were shif- 
ting about all over the place...that soft 
spot between her legs had responded too 
as her thighs had kicked about so had the 
soft puffy mouth of her pussy...one se- 
cond it was very exposed and highly 
thrusting, the next moment it was hid- 
den as her legs came tightly together, but 
they stayed open wide for a lot 
longer...he had to give hre respite then. 
She lay sobbing helplessly over his lap 
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as the burning cheeks of her backside 
throbbed in hot and profuse pain. He 
could actually feel the heat of her skin 
when he rested his hand on her bottom. 

After a reasonable interlude, she was 
standing shamefully before him. Hands 
were properly placed on her head and she 
was nakedly revealing the whole of her 
frontal nudity to his inspecting eyes. She 
could not help but to honestly admit to 
herself that added to the shame was also 
a certain sense of passion fruitiness and 
to have to be so helplessly exposed and 
being able to do nothing, just NOTHING 
at all to defend herself had brought about 
her a state of high erotic pleasure. 

‘I think that trestle will do nicely,’ he 
told the surprised girl. She stared at the 
strongly made carpenter's aid... 

*You want me to, to actually bend over 
that, sir?’ her blue eyes showed as she 
opened them wide. 

“Precisely that,’ he sounded slightly 
annoyed that she dare question him. 
Katherine was surprised that she was able 
to stretch so fully. Her ankles spread to 
each of the trestle legs at the rear and by 
stretching her arms she was able to clutch 
the lower bar the other wise...but it was 
not her ankles or wrists that interested 
the consultant right now. ..their position- 
ing certainly helped to make the round- 
ed taut cheeks of her bottom more attrac- 
tive and also once again that delightful 
spot between her legs was also well ex- 
posed, so she was perfectly placed for the 
caning that he had in mind to give her. 

Once again, her shapely bottom was 
subjected to a fondling hand as he tested 
the springy flesh for heat...the throbb- 
ing had settled down now from pain to 
an aching sensation...the cane, she 
discovered felt very cold when he laid it 
on her cheeks resting it lightly to let her 
know it's contact...Katherine allowed 
herself the luxury of feeling humiliation 
and degrading shame at the posture she 
was being made to adopt, but that same 
shame would soon be forgotten...all too 
soon. 

*I shall require you to remain bending 
and not to attempt to remove yourself 
from that position,’ she heard the stern 
warning. 

‘No, sir,’ she swallowed hard and 
gripped the bar tightly. 

When he had spanked her, she had not 
been prepared for that first spank. There 
was no mistake this time because that 
cane fairly sung it’s own peculiar tune 
as it sped at a fast rate through the air. 
Katherine heard it’s descent and wanted 
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to jump up out of the way, but jumping 
up was out of the question and she knew 
that the end result would be a slicing sen- 
sation of sheer hell as the cane and her 
bottom met. She was not wrong and her 
mouth once again gave vent to the 
responding line of fire now firmly 
enplaced across the very centre of her red 
buttocks.. 

“ОВ” the sound she made was one of 
complaint at the sizzling hotness and also 
of surprise that one stroke of the cane 
could elicit so much hurt! 
Swiiisshh...thwack...crisp and loud the 
cane sounded as it struck her barely an 
inch from the first stroke. 

“Yeeowww...arrggher...’ she dutifully 
responded with her mouth as her head 
shot up...not so her bottom though, it 
certainly writhed uncon- 
trollably...Katherine was not making it 
move, it seemed to be able to do so of 
its own violition...and squirm and move 
it most certainly did. Beautifully. He was 
quietly congratulating the stoicism of this 
pretty nurse. She withstood twelve very 
hard strokes...each one had made it's 
own brand line across the throbbing 
and she lay there, her whole body 
ing, and she did not even seem to 
care that the soft pair of lips that formed 
her sex channel was thrusting up, fully 
exposed and showing a peculiar state of 
heat that had somehow still managed to 
stir inside her 

She howled yet again when she felt 
finger tips tracing the lines that had ig- 
nited the fire of pain inside her 
bum...Throbbing heat, painful heat, and 
yet, she knew there was a passion heat 
too. If only he could actually do 
something to equate the sensational 
hotness of her bottom with the highly er- 
toci state of her pussy...that would be 
truly a fitting climax in more ways than 
one. 

By the time she left the small annexe 
that equation had certainly been met and 
both areas of her passion emotions had 
indeed been satisifed in full...and in 
every way. 

The consultant discovered that 
Katherine's mouth was а delightful in- 
strument not at only pleading with him 
to thrash her bottom and to punish, but 
it was also very capable at yelling when 
the cane warmed her bottom, and it had 
a very oral ability to make him decided 


very happy. 
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T here had been rumours of job 


losses, of course. It was to be ex- 
pected. But little had Amanda thought 
that the takeover of her airline by the 
giant of the industry — allegedly the 
world's favourite airline — could 
result in her being threatened with 
what the new manager had quaintly 
termed ‘a little old fashioned 
discipline.’ 

She smiled uncertainly at him. He 
returned the smile. But there was no 
warmth. More like a lizard, she 
thought. If a lizard could smile 

“The problem, Amanda, as I see it,” 
he glanced at the thin folder before 
him. ‘Is that there are only a certain 
number of jobs available, and far too 
many cabin staff to fill them.” Aman- 
da bit her lip. 

“And the notes here say that you 
are: One, overweight. Two, frequent- 
ly wear unauthorised uniform items 
— like that skirt today, which is far 
too short for work. And three, you 
are often insubordinate to superior 
members of cabin staff and 
management.’ 

“Well, I suppose some of that is 
true, but...’ 

‘Is it true or isn't it?’ A pause, 
heavily silent. 

“Yes, it is. But ГИ shape up if 
you’ll let me stay Mr Burgess, real- 
ly I will.’ 

“How did I know you'd say that?" 

‘No, really, I will,’ Amanda 
protested. 

‘If you'll forgive me for saying so, 
young lady, what you need is a 
bloody good hiding...a little old- 
fashioned discipline.’ 

So it was that Amanda was back in 
Mr Burgess's office long after the re- 
mainder of the staff had gone home. 
Direct from her Rome flight, she 
parked outside the darkened building 
and smiled at the security guard at the 
desk. 

“You're late, my dear. Have to sign 
in. Who are you seeing?” 

“Mr Burgess, personnel.’ 

“Ah yes, third floor, turn left out 
of the lift, down the end of the cor- 
ridor. Name on the door.” 

She fancied that he’d half-smiled 
when she’d mentioned Burgess’s 
name, but she must have been 
mistaken. 

The lift door opened, and a statues- 
que brunette stalked out, looking at 
the floor. 

‘Third floor, you said,” called 
Amanda over her shoulder to the 
security man, now engrossed in 
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‘Dallas’ on his portable. 

‘That’s the one!” 

Mr Burgess was distinctly cool, the 
room stiflingly hot. The conversation 
was stilted. 

"Гуе decided to give you an oppor- 
tunity to redeem yourself, Amanda, 
but you must first demonstrate that 
you are willing to submit to authori- 
ty, and to be punished for your 
misdemeanours.” 

“What, er, punishment, exactly?’ 

‘It’s all on this form, which I want 
you to sign.” 

Amanda began to scan the single 
sheet of paper, which was headed 
with her name and personnel number, 
followed by her address and age. 

Close typed, it was filled with 
phrases such as ‘in due consideration 
of company disciplinary infr- 
ingements’ and details of her of- 
fences. The crunch came at the end 
After a lot of waffle about ‘of my own 
free will and with my full agreement’ 
there were two handwritten lines 
which followed the revealing phrase 
‘such corporal punishment to be ad- 
ministered to my bare buttocks and 
to consist of...’ 

Amanda gulped as she saw Mr 
Burgess had filled in “Hand spanking, 
followed by 50 strokes of the leather 
strap.” 

‘Fifty strokes?’ her voice squeak- 
ed. “You can’t mean it?’ 

‘Read on,’ he suggested. 

Amanda’s eyes swiftly absorbed 
the useful information that the full 
punishment could be spread over six 
weeks, with the strokes split exqual- 
ly between each punishment appoint- 
ment. Subsequent punishments would 
be administered at Mr Burgess’s 
home outside Crawley. 

“But fifty strokes!’ she protested. 

‘I can always make it a hundred, 
Amanda." 

*You wouldn't! You would, too 
All right, all right, ГИ take the fifty 
But over the six weeks please.’ 

“You get the first dose tonight, 
which will be eight strokes, so that’s 
another six sessions of seven strokes 
each. Agreed?’ 

Amanda nodded, and Mr Burgess 
smiled for the first time. 

“Then sign the disclaimer please.” 

‘I don’t think it’s fair...” 

‘I would have thought it is a small 
price to pay for a twelve month 
guarantee of full employment. But 
after that it’s up to you.’ 

Amanda laid the paper on the table 
and scribbled her signature. It pass- 
ed through her mind to question who 
had typed this document in the first 
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place. Probably some poor, sore- 
bummed secretary similarly threaten- 
ed with the sack or a simple, expe- 
dient option. 

“What now?’ 

It was obvious, really. Kilt lifted, 
spotted white knickers hitched up bet- 
ween the cheeks, front edge of the 
desk firmly gripped, and bend over 
Nothing to it. Until she felt his hand, 
rough on the smoothness of her now- 
bare cheeks 

“Your little weight problem does 
have the benefit of increasing the 
generosity of your proportions down 
here, Amanda, which is some con- 
solation.* He patted her bottom affec- 
tionately, and it quivered obligingly. 
*But no amount of padding will pro- 
tect you from the whacking you're 
going to get now.” 

His hand rose and fell with 
monotonous regularity for the next 
ten minutes, each buttock-wobbling 
slap bringing a small yelp from the 
bending girl. Downstairs, the security 
man was mysteriously absent from 
his post. 

The need to ‘do his rounds’ was 
suddenly pressing, as it did whenever 
he spotted a particularly attractive girl 
on her way to the third floor for a 
late-evening appointment...and this 
was his third ‘round’ tonight! 

The noise of Amanda’s spanking 
could be heard clearly as soon as the 
lift doors opened, the sharp slap of 
palm on buttock ringing down the 
corridor despite the closed door. That 
was the trouble with these new 
buildings. Soundproofing was 
abominable 

The silence came suddenly after the 
spanking tattoo. The guard smiled 
knowingly. Phase two was about to 
be put into action. Pass key into the 
adjacent office, chair moved under 
the fanlight window above the con- 
necting door. 

He was rewarded with the sight of 
Amanda’s flushed face, cap still in 
place but now askew, skirt dropped 
but knickers in evidence below her 
knees, as Mr Burgess fingered the 
strap and lectured her about the 
benefits of discipline. It was a lecture 
which didn’t particularly interest her. 
The only thing that mattered was get- 
ting it over with as swiftly as possible. 

‘Lift your skirt, and get over the 
desk again,” Mr Burgess ordered, 
swinging the strap through the air 
almost experimentally. ‘This is the 
first eight, and it’s going to hurt, so 
let's have those hands behind your 
back." 

Gripping her wrists in his right 
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hand, Mr Burgess swung the tawse 
up high and glanced up to the 
fanlight. He didn't appear surprised 
to see the guard's face smirking 
through the window, but jerked his 
head in an obvious order to the man. 
Security meant ensuring that the 
punishment was not disturbed, not in- 
dulging in a little voyeurism. 

The first blow of the tawse brought 
Amanda's knees sharply forward in 


reflex, taking her weight on her tum- 
my and allowing the guard a tantlis- 
ing glimpse of labial folds as she 
` struggled to get back in position, 
squawking protest the meantime. 
Finally her feet touched the floor 
and the strap was raised once again. 
The guard appreciated the framing of 
Amanda’s ample bottom by the white 
suspenders, a sight which all but took 
his breath away. He pulled his face 
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from the window with difficult 

Back at his desk, he couldn't resis 
a broad smile at the girl as she pa: 
ed him five minutes later, the cold 
water splashed onto her face not 
reducing her red-eyed humiliation on 
the third floor. One more to go 
tonight, then it was lock-up time. 
Half-an-hour passed, and still no 
stewardess appeared. Mr Burgess 
rang down: *Any sign of Jennifer 
Longdon girl?” 

‘No, Derek, she hasn't turned up 

t.” The first-name familiarity born 
of their shared secret. 

“Well I can’t wait all night. If she 
comes, tell her to call me and make 
another appointment, would y 

‘Right you are, ГИ see to it. If s 
turns up, of course.” 

Almost an hour after Mr Burgess 
left the building, there was an urgent 
tapping on the glass door. The guard 
looked up from the television to see 
a uniformed stewardess standing 
there, crew bag over her shoulder. 

‘Christ, I’m horrendously late for 
an appointment with Mr Burgess,” 
she gasped, out of breath from runn- 
ing all the way from the terminal 
building. ‘Is he still here?’ 

‘No, my dear, he’s had to go 
“Oh shit...my flight was delay 
you see, and it was an important 

appointment...” 

The guard smiled encouragingly: 
‘I know." 

“You do?’ 

“Yes...it’s Jennifer Longdon isn't 
it?” 

‘That’s right. But Mr Burgess. 

“Yes, he asked me to deal with it,’ 
the guard smiled again. 

The beauty of the girl made his 
mouth dry. Tall, nearly six feet, with 
a stunning figure and seemingly 
endless legs. The face, wide-eyed, 
pretty, was young...early twenties he 
would have said. If he played his 
cards very carefully...’ 

‘Er, well, I don't think Mr Burgess 
would have asked anyone else to deal 
with this matter...it's pretty confiden- 
tial,’ she pattered on. 

‘I know that, Miss Longdon. have 
you brought the form?” 

‘The form?’ 

“Yes, the form you had to sign, the 

laimer. 

‘Oh, so you do know, then. Yes, 
Pve got it here.” 

Unfolding the paper, his eyes 
widened as he saw that Jennifer 
Longdon was indeed due for an ap- 
pointment with Mr Burgess — a pa 
ticularly pairiful one at that. And on- 
ly 21 into the bargain. Sweet youth. 
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“Hand spanking, followed by thirty 
strokes of the cane,” the handwriting 
informed him. Jennifer had signed it, 
and filled in the request for the can- 
ings to be spread over three weeks. 

‘That’s ten strokes each time, you 
know,’ exclaimed the guard. ‘I know, 
but I wanted to get it over with quick- 
ly, as Гуе got a holiday coming up 
soon.” 

‘Oh, I see.” He couldn't take his 
eyes off her face, high cheek-boned, 
rather angular jaw, very pretty. 

“Follow me.” 

Standing in the lift, his hands were 
clammy. He wondered if hers were 
clammy too, the nervous tension so 
tangible in that confined space. He 
followed the gentle sway of her hips 
as she walked in front of him to the 
end of the corridor. 

“It’s the spanking first, followed by 
your first dose of the cane. OK?’ She 
nodded. 

‘Right, slip your jacket and skirt 
off...and your tights too, please. ГИ 
be back in a moment." 

A swift visit to the gents for some 
essential adjustments and a splash of 
cool water. This was crazy, in- 
credibly risky. But what an 
opportunity! 

She looked up as he returned, clos- 
ing the door firmly behind him. 
Without a word, he pulled the upright 
chair round and sat on it, indicating 
his lap. Jennifer's legs did indeed go 
on for ever, and were topped by the 
most beautifully sculpted bottom he 
had ever seen, perfect in its propor- 
tions, and clad only in brief white 
knickers which soared from crotch to 
hip. 

She said nothing, just flicked her 
fingers into her knickers and whip- 
ped them down in one movement 
before lowering herself obediently 
over his lap, taking her weight on 
spread fingers. A brief glimpse of the 
dark triangle, and then those twin 
creamy mounds under his palm, the 
smooth thighs stretching away to the 
right. 

It was an extended spanking, with 
much heavy breathing from both par- 
ties, and a satisfactory rosy glow im- 
parted to the full area of both cheeks, 
from the crease between buttock and 
thigh to the highest part of her 
buttocks. 

“You can have a short break, then 
it’s the cane,” he announced. 

“Bloody hell, that stung...’ Jennifer 
whined, rubbing her bottom to little 
effect after she struggled to her feet. 
Little effect, that is, apart from the 
evident further arousal of the guard! 
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She pulled the knickers over the abus- 
ed flesh and ran the fingers through 
the thick dark bob, somewhat disar- 
ranged from her recent inverted 
position. 

The cane rattled as he pulled it 
from behind the cupboard, and her 
eyes were drawn involuntarily to the 
long yellow length of malacca, the 
curve of its handle evidence of its 
pedigree as an instrument of punish- 
ment. It's inherent flexibility made it 
useless for holding up runner beans, 
that was for sure. But for wrapping 
round recalcitrant female bottoms, it 
was unbeatable. As it were 

ying gone this far, he decided to 
take the plunge. What the hell...she 
could only refuse! 

‘Take off your blouse.” 

“What?” But her fingers had gone 
to the top button, implicit obedience 

“Take it off. ..апа your bra...just do 
as I say, please.” 

Slowly, reluctantly, but sensing his 
control of the situation and powerless 
to resist, the buttons popped apart, the 
curve of clavicle and then bust now 
visible. Jennifer shrugged the gar- 
ment off her shoulders and placed it 
carefully across the chair before 
reaching behind and unclipping the 
brassiere. 

What seemed an interminable 


pause was relieved by her breasts 
quivering free of the restraining 
harness, bouncing for a moment 
before lying still — sullen, full gourds 
— on her chest. She didn't look him 
in the eye again, but concentrated on 
the floor 


Come here.’ The cane 
door frame connecting 
Burgess's office with his secreta: 
the fanlight over it open now, as 
the door. 

“Stand in the doorway, and put 
your hands up here.” e tapping the 
top of the frame helpfully, as she 
reached high above her head to grip 
the frame. It was just beyond her 
reach. As he had calculated. 

‘Jump up and grab the frame, 
dear. 1 want you hanging free for 
this.” He stood in front of her, in the 
adjoining office, as she judged the 
distance and jumped the necessary 
nine inches to grab the frame, swing- 
ing from side to side as she adjusted 
her grip, breasts counterbalancing the 
movement perfectly. Finally, she 
hung full length, toes just three in- 
ches from the floor. 

‘Good. Now, I am. 

‘Is all this necessary, reall 
mean...I know Гуе got to be caned 
and everything, but s bloody 
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uncomfortable.’ 

“As I was saying...’ Jennifer’s grip 
slipped and she dropped to the floor. 

‘I am going to cane you like this. 
If you drop to the floor before you've 
had ten strokes, then the caning starts 
again. OK?’ 

Jennifer looked up, judged it again, 
and jumped. This time she made sure 
her grip was stronger. He looked her 
in the eye, and asked: “Ready?” 

“Yes, but be quick, please...’ 

He pushed past her into the other 
room, and she swung violently to 
keep her grip. The cane brushed her 
thigh as he pulled her knickers off the 
already reddened roundness and 
down her legs to fall in an apologetic 
crumple on the floor. The briefest of 
pauses, a short ‘Whrrppp’ and a blaz- 
ing pain across both cheeks. 

‘Owwweee. Shit that hurts!” 

“Whrrppp!" 

“Ahhh!” 

*Whhhrppp!' Harder still, lower 
across the full fleshiness. 

*Ahhh...bloody hell...ohhh!” 

“Be quiet, Jennifer...just count the 
strokes out loud. You've had three.” 

‘Don’t I know it!” 

“Whrrppp!" 

‘FOUR!’ The voice was high, 
tense, and rose in a crescendo over 
the succeeding five strokes. 

‘La one,’ he announced 


Christ!” 

The cane swung down in a wicked 
arc to burn its brand of pain across 
the girl's already striped bottom: 
“Whrrppp!” 

*Yooowww!' followed by a slump 
to the floor and a subdued: “Ten. God 
that hurt. It was really hard!" 

“Yes, my dear, it was. You can get 
dressed now, and come downstairs 
when you are ready.’ 

It was more than fifteen minutes 
before Jennifer emerged from the lift 
on the ground floor, hair tied back, 
cap in place, uniform pristine, as if 
nothing had happened. God she was 
attractive, he thought. 

“When do I have to come for my 
next appointment?’ she asked, the 
flushed face a small admission of re- 
cent events. 

“Your next appointment?’ 

‘Mmmm...I’ve got another two, 
haven't I? Ten strokes?’ her voice a 
whisper, as she looked round her. 
“Will you be here...next time...for 
the caning 1 mean?” 

‘Oh yes, I shall be dealing with you 
from now on. Same time next week, 
if that fits your schedule.” 

‘See you then.” 
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JOIN 


THE 
DOTS... 


Can I see you tomorrow” he 
said. his voice cager. ‘I could 
meet you alter work and we 
could have something to cat and 
then 


No, she cut in sharply. "Not 
tomorrow. | cant see you 
tomorrow 


His face fell, at this sudden dash 
of cold water breaking in on the 
giddy way he felt He wanted to 
see her every day — and he 
assumed she felt the same. She 
was а year younger, 18. and just 
fantastic: her face and her figure 
too. She worked in a local shop: 
had been there all the time he had 
been here at the university, six 
months now, but he hadn't 
known, not until last Friday when 
he had chanced to go м. and 
somehow.. because he wasn't 
usually very bold with strange 
girls, especially fantastic looking 
ones. Friday and today was Mon- 
day: it was like a dream 


‘Not Tuesday,’ she said, produc- 
ing a sympathetic smile in 
response to the look on his face. 
*Ecan't. Or Thursdays. I can see 
you Wednesday.” 


He tried to conceal the feeling of 
sudden let-down. ‘Why? Why 
not?’ Though perhaps he didn’t 
have a right to ask that. He had 
only known her for four days. He 
had seen her on each of those 
four days, every day since Friday 
when he'd first spoken to her and 
then, incredibly, taken her out in 
the evening. The four days seem- 
ed much longer, so that it was 
difficult to remember what it was 
like before he had met her. But it 
was only four days. He didn't 
know everything about her. He 
didn't know that she wouldn't be 
able to see him on Tuesday. 
Perhaps...she had another 
boyfriend. The thought was like a 
sharp knife slicing into his 
stomach. 
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Гус got my piano class.” she 
said. Was there а moments 
hesitation? “Tuesdays and Thurs: 
day.” She smiled. `I can’t miss 
them 


He forced a smile too, concealing 
his disappointment. He wouldn't 
see her for a whole day. Unless 
he could see her at lunch time; 
but she had already said t 
lunch times weren't good because 
she didn't have long off. Perhaps 
she sees someone at lunch time, 
he thought, giving the knife an 
extra twist. But he knew that was 
being stupid; if you worked in a 
shop you didn’t have long off for 
lunch. And why should he suspect 
her piano classes? Just because she 
hadn't mentioned them. There 
were probably lots of things she 
n't mentioned: it was only 
four days. There were things he 
hadn't told her about himself. 


OK. Great.” he said. ‘TI see you 
on Wednesday then. Half past 
five.” 
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‘Hello,’ she said when he opened 
the door. Was there an extra 
quaver in her voice today? It was 
the first time since meeting 
Simon. Simon wouldn't have 
followed her here, to see where 
she went for her piano class? That 
w upid, why would he. Piano 
classes wasn't a particularly good 
thing to say because she knew 
nothing about the 
what if Simon asked her to play 
sometime? She should have 
thought about it beforehand and 
come up with something else. But 
she hadn’t, his question had just 
hit her from nowhere. Anyway 
what else could she s: 


She stepped inside. Mr Barling 
closed the door behind them. 
‘And how was trade toda He 
meant the shop. ‘ОК,’ sh а, 
feeling extra shivery. She didn't 
want to be here. Mr Barling's 
hand came round behind her, to 
her bottom. 


‘And what about your hot-handed 
employer, Daphne? Mr Nasegrove. 
Playing with your delightful bot 

tom behind the counter all day 


She shook her head. Mr 
Nasegrove hadn't been any worse 
than usual. Mr Barling laughed, 
and pinched. ‘Not getting you in 
the back room at lunch time for a 
little quickie?’ 


She said a quick No. Mr 
Nasegrove anyway wasn't like 
that. He just liked playing with 
her bottom. She wished she 
hadn't told Mr Barling that. Even 
more she wished she hadn't...got 
involved with Mr Barling. 


They were going through now, 
into Mr Barling’s big room which 
had the flight of open stairs circl- 
ing up. That was where he usually 
wanted her. He had taken pictures 
of her against the stairs, stri ing 
shots, soft flesh tones against the 
angular iron and teak treads. ‘Ex- 
cellent shots,’ Mr Barling had 

said, showing them to her. ‘I real- 
ly should exhibit these, Daphne. 
Don’t you think.’ 
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In her head she saw the pictures. 
and shivered. Could she get them 
from him? Perhaps he would sell 
them to her? She knew it was 
unlikely. She pushed the pictures 
out of her mind. Mr Barling said. 
“Get your things off then 


She wanted to say. plead. “Look 
Mr Barling. I don’t want to do it 
any more, Can we say it’s finish- 
cd now? Well. perhaps today but 
after today. I don't have to come 
апу more, No more Tuesdays and 
Thursdays, Please.’ Get down on 
her knees if that would help. just 
as long as...he would agree. She 
didn't say it. Not now. She would 
say it later. Right now he would 
only say: No. Don't be a silly girl. 
Daphne. She was undressing 

Down to the brief bikini pants 
that Mr Barling requested and the 
silvery high-heeled courts that 
she'd brought in a plastic bag that 
he also requested 


Standing in only the miniscule 
pants and the heels, Mr Barling's 
hand softly sliding over her. “You 
know, Daphne, I can almost 
forget, after an absence of four 
days, just what a lovely body 
you've got.’ She didn't say 
anything, wanted to close her 
mind. ‘Stand against the stairs, 
Daphne dear. Your back to them 
And stretch your arms up 
Holding the rung.” 


Mr Barling stroked the taut, up- 
lifted tits, fingering her nipples, 
bringing them up into hardness 
‘Lovely,’ he breathed. "You really 
are the most lovely girl Гуе had.’ 
His hand came down, to the brief 
knickers, hooking in the narrow 
band which spanned her hip. Tug- 
ging it down 


‘Do you know what I thought, 
Daphne? If I put my nera on a 
tripod and on the delay ex- 
posure...I could get some 
marvellous shots of the whip in 


action. It would take some prac- 
tice to get the timing right of 
course. To catch the moment of 
truth, as it were. The instant 
when it kisses the flesh. But when 
Гуе got the timing...they'll be 
quite breath-taking.’ 


‘No!’ she yelped. ‘No more 
photographs. Please!’ 


Mr Barling laughed and dug his 
fingers in underneath her now 
bared bottom. ‘Don't be silly, 
Daphne dear. It'll be a real work 
of art. It can’t be today, though. 
I'm having the camera serviced. 
Tomorrow. We'll have a special 
session tomorrow. Wednesday.’ 


‘No! she squealed. ‘I can't. Not 
tomorrow.’ She wanted to add 
and not any more, no more ses- 
sions, none. But she didn’t. 
Because Mr Barling would only 
laugh. And say... 
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He laughed anyway and said it. 
*Of course you can come tomor- 
row, Daphne. You know you can. 
And now for today, with no 
camera, well just have to prac- 
tise. Won't we? Turn round. Fac- 
ing the stairs. Your arms up. 
That's it.’ Mr Barling had the 
riding whip in his hand. ‘Stretch 
up. Further. The brief knickers 
were ha y down to Daphne's 
knees. * it. Lovely.’ She 
hung onto the iron rail. Gritting 
her teeth. As the whip was swung 
back... 


‘I can't,’ she said into the phone. 
‘I'm sorry. But I can't. Not tomor- 
row. Гуе got...I’ve got an extra 
piano class.” 


Well what else could she think 
of? She blinked. She felt a bit like 
crying. 
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N.B.K's 


Aren't you men funny about a girl's underwear? 
I mean, honestly, what an odd bunch you are! 
Even growing up as I did in the seventies, we 
quickly learned the effect upon our boyfriends 

of a taut frilly suspender belt and stockings or a 
pair of black French knickers, but you lot are 
really more complicated than you seen, aren't 

you? Take David, my lovely husband. for exam- 
ple: I thought all I had to do to please him was 

to flash him the odd boob or glimpse of 
stocking-top, (and of course it does please!). but 
we'd been married for almost a year before 1 
discovered that there are other far more power- 
ful ways to reach his heart — or something! 


Life had been so busy since our wedding. what 
with moving into the flat, decorating it. and 
simply holding down our jobs, that there simply 
hadn't been time to spend a long weekend in the 
country with Mummy and Daddy, despite their 
repeated invitations. 


However, one Friday we made the effort, got a 
quick start from work and drove down to Dorset 
in our old Capri. After an ecstatic welcome by 
my parents I was delighted to find that we'd 
been put in my old bedroom, still containing my 
tennis racquet in the wardrobe and my favourite 
dolly on the bed! What a lovely room it was, all 
chintzy and full of the smell of the summer 
garden drifting in through the open window. 


A cool shower and a change of clothes for us 
both, and we were soon sitting before one of 
Mummy’s special dinners: local duckling a 
l'orange followed by Queen of Puddings. Dad- 
dy, of course, took the opportunity to open 
several bottles of his best claret, and we all got 
delightfully sloshed before bedtime. I'm so 
lucky that my parents dote on David almost as 
much as I do! 


Later, ng at the dressing table and brushing 
my hair, (it's long and auburn — and my best 
feature!), I idly looked through the drawers: lots 
of my old possessions were still there to bring 
back memories, but none so powerfully 
evocative of my schooldays as the pair of navy- 
blue knicks I found washed and neatly ironed by 
Mummy lying in the bottom drawer. 


‘Look, darling,” I laughed at David, holding 
them up, ‘how do you fancy me in these?” 


“Put them on...now, please darling,” he 
whispered hoarsely. 


Feeling slightly embarrassed, I slipped out of 
my white M and S undies and began pulling up 
those old school pants. As I did so I was 
transported ten years back to my girlhood; what 
a lovely sensation they gave me — you know, 
all warm and snug and safe, the soft cotton 
material hugging my bottom a little more tightly 
than they used to do and the elastic in the legs 
feeling so different from the sort of knickers I 


usually wear. 


The effect on David was unbelievable!! My 
reveries of schooldays were suddenly shattered 
as he pulled me down to the bed. 


“You look gorgeous in those, do you know 
that?” he said, ‘So sweet and innocent, though 
we know differently, don't we?" 


He couldn't stop stroking and feeling my bottom 
in the knickers, and seemed torn by the desire 
to enjoy this pleasure and the need to yank them 
down. Finally. he gave in to the latter, lovingly 
removed them, and we made love with such 
urgency and passion that, when the climax 
came, which it did ever so quickly, we were 
both left panting and astonished by what had 
happened. 


Later, lying in bed and thinking about it, 1 
realised that I had stumbled on an aphrodisiac 
that I had never imagined, and vowed that the 
navy-blue knickers would be safely packed in 
my case when we left at the end of our stay. I 

must confess that I played the naughty 
schoolgirl several more times that weekend and 
the effect was just as good on every occasion! It 
wasn't just a treat for David, either; I found I 
got those lovely feelings again whenever | pull- 
ed on my ‘navies’ and delighted in wearing 
them for the benefit of both of us. It is so 
deliciously teasy to say to your man, ‘No, no, 
sir...you mustn't pull them down, Mummy says 
I have never to do that for anyone!” 


This was several months ago; now I have seven- 
teen pairs of schoolgirl knickers locked away in 
my drawer at home, in every colour you can 
imagine: maroon, white, bottle-green, and in 
every style ranging from skin-tight to some with 
elasticated bloomer legs. He loves them all, but 
none more than my own old navy-blues, now 
washed out and tattered, but carefully preserved 
in tissue and brought out on special occas 
He says that this colour is every man's 
favourite; do you think that this is true? 


We love to go into the uniform section of our 
local Department Store: David lurks behind a 
rack of girls’ blazers while I go to the counter 
and ask to see some genuine cotton knickers. 
Taking my time about it, I hold each pair up for 
inspection, brushing them against my cheek to 
test for softness, before finally purchasing a pair 
and being rushed home by a very impatient 
husband! 


When I know that we have to go to dinner with 
David's boring boss, (who has wandering hands 
and a dreadful wife), I sometimes am very 
naughty and wear a pair of my schoolgirl 
Knickers under an elegant evening dress. Sooner 
or later I’m sure to be so fed-up that I whisper 
to David, ‘Guess which colour I've got on?” 
knowing that minutes after we'll be saying our 
apologetic goodnights, and ГИ soon be posing 
for him in our bedroom, being made to bend, 


stretch and show them off in every possible 
way. Usually I end up over his lap having my 
rather prominent bottom slowly bared for what 
could be a gentle slapping or a bum-reddening 

spanking. depending on how ‘naughty’ Гуе 
been. This aspect of our lovemaking is relative- 
ly new, but I must say that it adds spice to our 
sex-life. The first time it happened was because 
I had failed to obtain some proper name-tapes 

and sew one neatly into each pair of my 
schoolgirl knickers — Ohhh, 1 was surprised at 
the sting in David's hand, (and the effect it had 
on me, too!) 


David has a definite ritual approach to knicker- 

lowering: sometimes they're rolled down to just 

below my bum-cheeks, other times I'm ordered 

to turn them inside out and let them hang at my 
knees, or perhaps just drop them in a heavy 

crumpled heap around my ankles. Whatever way 
it’s to be, he really takes his. time over it and 
we both savour every wonderfully erotic mo- 

ment of it. 


If David's been a very good boy, I sometimes 
give him that special treat: he lies back on the 
bed and I hold a pair of his favourite knickers 
teasingly just above his rampant weapon. I like 
to make him plead before I give in and lower 
them slowly over it, until, deep inside the 
knickers, it takes only three or four long sensual 
wanks to produce a very soggy garment for 
tomorrow’s laundry basket! Funnily enough, he 
always feels ashamed after this and apologises 
profusely, but it isn't long before he’s begging 
me to do it again! 


I mentioned earlier that my collection is kept in 
a securely locked drawer; since discovering our 
mutual dedication to schoolgirl knickers, we 
have enjoyed a holiday in Lincoln, where I 
bought a heavenly pair of bottle-green Montfort 
bloomers in a super uniform shop in the city. 
As expected, we could hardly wait to get back 
to our hotel to sample the joys of our ‘Lincoln 
Greens’ as we now always call them, but, 
despite David's repeated pleading, I've refused 
to use them for a knicker-wank, saying that they 
must remain virgin forever! This drives him ab- 
solutely wild, and I'm sure that, were I to leave 
him alone in the house with that drawer unlock- 
ed, he'd be a very naughty boy indeed! I've 
warned him many times just how cross I'd be if 
I discovered he'd deflowered them, but 
somehow I think he believes it would be worth 
it. 


So my message to all you girls is clear: if you 
want to revitalise your love life you should give 
the old school knickers a try. Don't be shy — 
your local school outfitter has probably sold 
hundreds to people like you! 


Now I must set my mind to persuading David to 
take me to a colossally expensive new restaurant 
in town: I've just washed and lovingly ironed a 
gorgeous pair of white aertex gym-knickers, and 
I think that tonight they might just do the trick! 
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BRITISH FEMALE DOMINATION MAGAZINES 


Now available Stateside. 


VIXEN No.1 MISTRESS No.8 VIXEN No.4 MISTRESS No.16 


VIXEN No.1 to 17 


Over 50 pages Dedicated to the Superior Sex, these girls and 
young women soon get their male slaves under control. Pro- 
fusely illustrated with quality written stories the British F.D. way. 
All back numbers still available. 


MISTRESS No.1 to 20 


Quality articles and stories with great erotic photos showing just 
how men should be treated by their Mistresses. F.D. enthusiasts 
should not miss these British magazines. All back numbers still 
available. 
1 magazine for £6 

2 magazines for £11 

3 magazines for £15 

4 magazines for £20 

5 magazines for only £24 


Any amount over 5 for just £4 each 
Post free (except outside Europe when you must 
add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 


Make Cheques and PO’s payable to: 
“PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn't you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O/s payable to: 
“PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


